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cHe will return it.'
'He is at liberty to do so if he chooses, but if he does I
shall return his oration. I will accept nothing from a person
who refuses a present from me.'
The next day, back came my book. I immediately sent
the cardinal his sermon, with a note, saying I had found it
a masterpiece, though I had only had time to glance
through it.
In the evening I went with my brother John to see
Momolo, the scofatore santissimo. He had an elderly wife,
four daughters, the eldest of whom was twenty-four, and
two sons, all desperately ugly. Though the poor man was
only paid two hundred Roman crowns a ye.ar, he insisted
on our staying to supper.
'On condition,' said I, cthat you will let me send to rn}
house for six flagons of Orvieto wine.'
I despatched a note to my secretary Costa, and he by and
by appeared with the wine and a glazed ham.
I saw the girls admired Costa, so I asked if he might
make one of the party. Costa went into the kitchen and
helped mother Momolo to fry the polenta.
A large table was covered with a clean cloth, and we sat
down to two enormous dishes of polenta, and a huge sauce-
pan full of pork cutlets. We had just begun when some one
knocked at the door.
The four girls made a face.
'It is Maria and her mother,5 one of them said. 'Who
asked them to come, I wonder? They might have stayed
at home.'
'They are always poking,their noses in,' said another.
'My children,' said the good old father, 'they are hungry,
and they shall share what we have.'
Good old Momolo rose from table and opened the door
to the two guests. A very pretty girl came in, followed by
her mother. Both seemed ashamed of their importunity, and
said timidly they would not have taken the liberty of coming
had they known there were strangers there.

